THE   LOVERS  OP  ORELAY

a corner of the veil; he who would strip human nature
naked and exhibit it displays a rattling skeleton, no
more: where there is no subterfuge there is no life.

This story will be read, no doubt, by the young
and the old, the wise and the foolish, by the temperate
and the intemperate, but the subject matter is so com-
mon to all men that it will interest every one, even
ecclesiastics, every one except certain gentlemen resid-
ing chiefly in Constantinople;, whose hostility to the
lover on his errand is so well known, and so easily
understandable, that I must renounce all hope of
numbering them among the admirers of my own or
Boris's frailty. But happily these gentlemen are
rare in England, though it is suspected that one or
two may be found among the reviewers on the staff
of certain newspapers; otherwise how shall we ac-
count for the solitary falsetto voices in the choir of
our daily and weekly press, shouting abstinence from
the housetops? But with the exception of these few
critics every one will find pleasure in this narrative;
even In aged men and women enough sex is left to
allow them to take an interest in a love story; in these
modern days when the novel wanders even as far as
the nuns in their cells (I have good authority for
making this statement), perhaps I may be able to
count upon an aged Mother Abbess to be, outwardly
perhaps a disapproving, but at heart a sympathetic
reader. Indeed, I count upon the ascetic more than
upon any other class for appreciation, for the imag-
ination of those who have had no experience in love
adventures will enkindle, and they will appreciate
porhapn more intensely than any other the mental
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